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her sighing and praying. He quickly leafed through his
book, rubbed his forehead, twirled his moustache in his
long fingers, and shifted his feet. The clock ticked, the
wind soughed in the trees.
"Ah, me!" came the mother's soft voice. "So many peo-
ple in the world, and all of them groaning. I wonder
where the happy ones are."
"There are happy ones, nenkol" replied Andrei. "And
soon there'll be lots of them. Lots and lots!"
XXI
Life flowed along quickly, in a succession of eventful
days. Each one brought something new, and this no long-
er alarmed the mother. Ever more frequently her house
was visited by unknown people who came in the evening
to talk with Andrei in anxious undertones; then they
would raise their coat collars, pull their caps down over
their eyes and disappear in the darkness without a sound.
She was conscious of the suppressed excitement each of
them felt. It seemed that they all wanted to sing and
laugh, but they had no time; they were always in a hurry.
Some were grave and sarcastic; others were gay and
sparkling with youthful energy; still others were quiet
and thoughtful. The mother found that all of them were
confident and persistent, and while they were highly indi-
vidual, their faces seemed to merge into one face resem-
bling that of Christ on the road to Emmaus: thin and
calmly resolute, with clear dark eyes whose glance was
at once gentle and severe.
The mother counted their number, mentally assembling
a throng about Pavel to hide him from the eyes of the
enemy,
One day a pert, curly-haired girl came from town with
a package for Andrei. As she was leaving, she turned to
the mother with a flash of her merry eyes.
"Good-bye, comrade!" she said.
"Good-bye," answered the mother, restraining a smile.

